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The Bombed Happiness

Bring me, o morning, a branch whose roots are

silence.

Wring from the living shapes of trees a breakwater
Scattering, blind and dumb, the white storms of a

future

Loud with barren voices. How shall they influence
The shy one, wild and wordlessly weaving a way
Among heart's foliage, to plunge, inspired,
Down upon love's awareness like a bird ?

Here no seasons surge. Although the leaves fall,
Numbering the deaths of those unknown to history,
This year they tell no mere autumnal story.
Calm summery courage is a ghost that haunts each

house

Of brick or bone. Behind an old man's daze of eyes
Spring lurks dew poised within a bud of tears,
There is no winter known to human will

Today the proud shall scamper to hide their pride,
Man's heart alone asserts death's insignificance.
The sun's hour halts. Time is one vast cloud*
Joys even in giant endeavour crack like bells
Despite tongue's eloquence. Whole cities fall.
And yet, o acting dry-rot on the tyranny of the times,
The silence of the mad and bombed is its own balm.